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Still feel the breeze down Ettrick break,

Although it chill my wither'd cheek;

Still lay my head by Teviot Stone,'

Though there, forgotten and alone,                       35

The Bard may draw his parting groan.

III.

Not scorn'd like me! to Branksome Hall

The Minstrels came, at festive call ;

Trooping they came, from near and far.

The jovial priests of mirth and war ;                   40

Alike for feast and fight prepared,

Battle and banquet both they shared.

Of late, before each martial clan,

They blew their death-note in the van,

But now, for every merry mate,                            45

Rose the pprtcullis' iron grate;

They sound the pipe, they strike the string,

They dance, they revel, and they sing,

Till the rude turrets shake and ring.

IV.

Me lists not at this tide declare                           50

The splendour of the spousal rite,
How muster'd in the chapel fair

Both maid and matron, squire and knight;
Me lists not tell of owches rare,
Of mantels green, and braided hair,                     55

And kirtles furr'd with miniver;
What plumage waved the altar round,
How spurs and ringing chainlets sound;
And hard it were for bard to speak
The changeful hue of Margaret's cheek;              60

That lovely hue which comes and flies,
- As awe and shame alternate rise!

V.

Some bards have sung, the Ladye high
Chapel or altar came not nigh;